Odessa: Counter-Idyll

great gray spot the size of a saucer where my ink had oattriji!;
uncorked in my suitcase.

All night I had to keep gulping at intervals from a bottle
of their insipid pop, and all night and at early morning I
would get up and go out for air to the shut-off end of the car,
where the only open window was, and look out at the white
thatched cottages and the hay ricks and the fields of sunflowers,
and breathe in the cool country air. But the Ukraine, enormous
and fertile, became monotonous, too. And I was sickened by
the eternal sunflowers which have a kind of personality ia
gardens but which, raised in great herds like that for their
seeds, seemed somehow unnatural and gruesome: something
like cattle, and yet less than cattle, and yet at the same tiiBe
less than flowers. How horrible to think of them standing
huddled there and turning round to face the sun in a mass!
How disquieting to consider they were being cultivated for the
oil in which would probably be fried the unappetizing and
greasy omelet which I should be unable to eat for breakfast!

The dusty approaches to Odessa seemed to go on for hours.

In Odessa, I stayed in bed and got sicker and sicker, while
I waited for the boat to Constantinople. I had them call &
doctor.
The doctor was an extremely genial man in white trousers
and a white Russian shirt, who discussed with me my travels
in the Soviet Union and what a beautiful city Kiev was and
put on a wonderful act in French, designed to make me feel
how well I should be taken care of, with an old international
jemme &e chambre. He asked me what my temperature was,
and I said that I hadn't taken it. This didn't seem to lead to
any action on his part, so I asked him whether he had a ther-
mometer: with cheerful unconcern, he shook his head. He
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